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Westerne, still by some miracle, unwounded, laid about him like
a demon. The weak, vacillating young man had been transformed
into a whirlwind fighting machine. He had gone berserk under the
spur of insult and the lash of anger, as weak men sometimes do.
And the 8th were leaderless. Their Jemadar was a sodden shape-
less pulp under the trampling hooves and, traitor to his own country
though he might be, Westerne was white. The bamboo shaft of the
3rd had a steel head. Inexorably the 8th were driven along the
street, till the survivors, seized by a sudden panic, turned their horses
and galloped away.

It is quite possible that then Westerne might have come to his
senses, might have returned to the bungalow to save at any rate his
sister. But his Rajputs would not let him. He was swept forward
by his own men, galloping amid loud shouts of triumph after the
Mohammedan foes, their fellow countrymen of a united Indian
nation. The 68th, what was left of them, found themselves in the
open, faced by the windows of the bungalow which still spat angry,
accurate fire. They looked at each other and wavered. And clear
and high above the intermittent bark of rifles rose a voice, an
English voice.

" Steady, men.  Twenty yards range.  Load------"

They waited for no more. They might not understand English as
a whole, but they understood English orders. They forgot that
there was no British unit in Bareilly, they only knew that somehow,
from somewhere, the avenger was at hand. They broke and fled,
streaming away down the street in the wake of the receding cavalry
battle.

A sudden silence fell, almost startling after the din which had
preceded it; the dust clouds began to subside.

Delacey smiled, " That old trick always seems to work. Collect
as many horses as you can, Kunaji Lai. We shall need them/'

He mounted hastily and spurred forward. Snorting and with
pricked ears his horse picked its way delicately over the scattered
bodies, A bullet from Kemp's rifle buzzed past his ear, dangerously
close.

" Oh, for God's sake," he shouted without bothering to stop.
"I'm Delacey, of the 1st Madras Cavalry. On special service.
Never mind about my colour or my clothes."

And one at least of the garrison minded neither. For the second
time within half an hour, Maud illustrated how much sharper are
the perceptions of women, especially loving women, than those of
men. Almost before Delacey had dismounted, she had thrust aside
indignant husband and startled hostess and almost flung herself into
his arms